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very well done, and that he wanted it for his paper. I thank
you then, and I send you back your good kisses, for Francia
especially, which Buloz only put in with a sour face and for
lack of something better: you see that I am not spoiled, but I
never get angry at all that and I don't talk about it. That is
how it is, and it is very simple. As soon as literature is a mer-
chandise, the salesman who exploits it, appreciates only the
client who buys it, and if the client depreciates the object, the
salesman declares to the author that his merchandise is not
pleasing. The republic of letters is only a market in which
one sells books. Not making concession to the publisher is our
only virtue; let us keep that and let us live in peace, even with
him when he is peevish, and let us recognize, too, that he is not
the guilty one. He would have taste if the public had it.

Now I've emptied my bag, and don't let us talk of it again
except to advise about Saint-Antoine, meanwhile telling our-
selves that the editors will be brutes. Levy, however, is not, but
you are angry with him. I should like to talk of all that with
you; will you come? or wait until my trip to Paris? But when
shall I go? I don't know,

I am a little afraid of bronchitis in the winter, and I do not
leave home unless I absolutely have to for business reasons.

I don't think that they will play Mademoiselle La Quintinie.
The censors have declared that it is a masterpiece of the most
elevated and healthiest morality, but that they could not take
upon themselves to authorize the performance. It will have to
be taken to higher authorities, that is to say, to the minister
who will send it to General Ladmirault; it is enough to make
you die laughing. But I don't agree to all that, and I prefer
to keep quiet till the new administration. If the new adminis-
tration is the clerical monarchy, we shall see strange things.
AS for me, I don't care if they stand in my way, but how
about the future of our generation? . . .
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